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London Lays 



TO LONDON: THE RETURN 

London, the loadstar of my life, 
Too long I've ventured from thy sphere : 

I heard the echoes of the strife, 
And I am here — 

Here in thy midst — at home again ! 

Thy voice rang round the woodland track, 
And followed me o'er fell and fen 

To call me back. 

I saw thee in the waters' sweep, 
I dreamed thee in the drowsy dells ; 

The very tinklings from the sheep 
Were hansom-bells. 



CHIMES ON THE ROYAL EXCHANGE 

'Twas vain to hear, 'twas vain to see, — 
The counterfeit scant solace proved ; 

So, take me, take me back to thee. 
My Well-beloved ! 



CHIMES ON THE ROYAL EXCHANGE 

Sweet, quaint melodists ! heard above 
The rumbling roar of the City : 

You are singing a song of love 
Tuned to an old-time ditty. 

Love ! that we thought could ne'er have thriven 

Where weariest workers plod, 
Where souls are sold and hearts are given 

To humour the great Gold-god. 

Thoughts of a thousand happier days 

Come with your every note. 
Echoes of all our childhood's lays 

Eddy and circle and float. 

Sweet, quaint melodists ! chiming peace 

Over the City's din, 
Open our hearts with your magic keys 

And garner the lost love in. 



NIGHT ON THE THAMES EMBANKMENT 3 

NIGHT ON THE THAMES EMBANKMENT 

A SIGHING breeze, 
Some rustling trees, 
A pathway broad and paven ; 
Beside, firm-set, 
A parapet 
Of granite hugely graven : 
Below the river rolls moaning along. 
Restless, and ruthless, and strong. 

The long lights shiver 
Upon the river. 
And shimmer in shapes fantastic ; 
The shadows dance 
On its broad expanse. 
And gambol like goblins plastic : 
The while the river rolls moaning along. 
Restless, and ruthless, and strong. 

Here on the seats. 

Where the lamplight beats. 
Are squalid outcasts sleeping, 

A piteous sight ! 

Yet, night by night, 
Their famished forms come creeping 



FOR SCOTLAND 

To where the river rolls moaning along, 
Restless, and ruthless, and strong. 

A cry — a splash — 

A heightened flash 
Of the lights on the ruffled river ! 

The ripples tell 

Where a poor soul fell ; 
But the sighs of the waters never tell 
Whether it's ill or whether it's well 

In the eye of the great Life-giver. 
And still the river rolls moaning aldng. 
Restless, and ruthless, and strong. 



FOR SCOTLAND I 

In the sombre streets of London I was wandering 
a-moping 
'Mid their melancholy murmurs and their multi- 
tudes of cries, 
When I heard a thrilling sound that set my gloomy 
heart a-hoping, 
And my long and weary groping was forgot in 
glad surprise : 

' These verses are set to music by Frances AUitsen and published 
by Messrs. Chappell as a song under the title of " The Scottish 
Pipers." 



FOR SCOTLAND 5 

For I heard the pipers piping — the Scottish pipers 
piping, 
And the 'prisoned blood leapt from my heart, 
and free, rejoicing ran ; 
The pipes sang out " For Scotland ! For Scotland, 
Bonnie Scotland ! " 
And my heart cried back " For Scotland ! For 
Scotland and the Clan ! " 



I trod the bracken once again, and sniff'd the 
musky heather, 
The Highland air was on my brow — my genial 
native air. 
Oh ! Scotland is our mother, and we Scots are 
bound together 
By a loved and loving tether, and we're brothers 
everywhere. 

And I heard the pipers piping, &c., &c. 



And that gallant band came marching, with their 
jaunty tartans streaming. 
Thro' the sombre streets of London when my 
heart was aching sore. 



6 THE AFTER-GIFT: FROM THE STREET 

And cheer'd my mind with memories and joyful 
fancies teeming ; 
The' my comfort was but dreaming — I would 
dream for evermore. 

For I heard the pipers piping, &c., &c. 



THE AFTER-GIFT : FROM THE STREET 

You knew — you knew well, when we stood on the 
bridge of our love, 
Which spanned a torrent of seething passion 
below. 
That the delicate structure would fall from its 
station above ; 
But the cruel fate of the fallen I did not know. 

No. For I loved, as a woman can love, with my 
soul, 
And I gave in your keeping the jewel I valued 
iox you; 
But you pawn'd it away for the sordid hour that 
you stole 
From that merriest May-day whose night was a 
night of rue. 



THE AFTER-GIFT: FROM THE STREET 7 

Yet I never complained, for I felt that my honour 
was light 
In the scale with the wealth of your love, which 
I thought was mine ; 
Your smiles and words and manly prowess and 
might 
Were all that I worshipped with homage I held 
condign. 



I loved with the blindness of truth, but you with 
the ardour of lust. 
And I never doubted, the while I could kiss you 
and cling ; 
Yet you, fondling, fed on my folly and simple 
trust — 
To-morrow always — always to-morrow the ring. 



Then you sent me a letter — I hold it now in my 
hand 
While I tramp thro' the mud of the pavement 
and eye the men 
With an impudent stare; as I proffer my vile 
demand 
I crush in my hand the letter, and think of you 
now and then. 



8 THE AFTER-GIFT: FROM THE STREET 

I did not weep when its meaning first entered my 
brain — 
The cold- writ words of farewell and hateful offer 
of pelf ; 
My feelings were charged with a sense more horrid 
than pain ; 
But I never curs'd you — my curses were all for 
myself. 

I fled, as you know, from that lodging of broken 
love-faith : 
I saw you and the woman you wed once pass 
my retreat 
As I lay by the window sick : I was cheated of 
death, 
And then by degrees I was driven to walk on 
the street. 



And now we have met in the glare of the market 
of shame, 
And perhaps it is well: I have waited the 
weariest while 
To give you, who took from me youth and beauty, 
and name, 
A gift that shall burn in your soul — see! — the 
courtesan's smile I 



NIGHT WAIL OP LONDON SLAVES 



A LIFE STORY 

Only a maiden of dainty beauty, 
Beaming a wealth of innocent smiles, 

Walking the path of virginal duty 
All unapprised of the tempter's wiles. 

Only a lover who comes a-wooing ; 

The old, old story of love uncrowned ; 
A woman's trust and a life's undoing — 

An idol rudely dashed to the ground. 

Only a woman with painted features 
Wantonly smiling and overbold : 

They call her one of God's saddest creatures. 
And she wanders about in the cold. 



NIGHT WAIL OF LONDON SLAVES 

Stern winter's hand 
The sunless land 
Has shorn 
Herb-lorn. 
The chilly wind 
No rest can find, 



NIGHT WAIL OF LONDON SLAVES 

But whistles round 
Each naked tree 
With hollow sound, 
Uneasily : 

So dolefully sighing 
And fitfully crying 
A message of woe ! 
Anon does it grow 
Stronger, more terrible. 
Breathing tales horrible. 
List to its dirge 
Sorrowful — sorrowful ! 
While there emerge. 
Muffled and dull, 
Voices of women 
From many a den 
In the Great City, 
Calling for pity. 
List to their wail — 
Their pitiful tale : — 
" Hidden from sight 
In the Great City, 
There do we work — 
Work day and night. 
Pity, O Pity ! 
Where do you lurk 
In the Great City ? 



NIGHT WAIL OF LONDON SLAVES 

We know but work, 
Pity ? — no pity ! 
Look at our home — 
Call it a lair — 
Only a room, 
Squalid and bare : 
There do we slave, 
Digging a grave ; 
There do we hide. 
Not hearts, but rocks ; 
There do we bide, 
Watching the death-tide 
Come rolling in, 
Shaping a coffin — 
Coffin — not match-box ! 
Bitter and grim 
Cup of remorse, 
Full to the brim — 
Blood of a corse ; 
Drink of it, man ; 
'Scape if" you can ! 
Man ! with your infamy 
Woman shall taunt you ; 
Women shall haunt you 
Through all eternity. 
Howl, howl, ye winds 
In execration 



12 NIGHTINGALES IN HAMPSTEAD LANE 

Of each dark deed ! 
See ! Through man's greed 
Grovels a nation 
In dust that blinds. 
Weep, weep, ye skies — 
Weep for our miseries ! 
Wind, waft our bitter cries, 
Bear our unceasing tears 
Down the red stream of years ! " 



NIGHTINGALES IN HAMPSTEAD LANE 

Slumber and dreamy pillows for the tired ; 
For me the calm enchantment of the lane 
Where Nature's sweetest melodists detain 

My list'ning spirit with a song inspired. 

Such was the matchless melody that fired 
The muse of Keats to soar and to attain 
The wondrous height of that poetic plane 

From whence he shines immortal and admired. 



Like young buds, christened in the fount of May, 
The wild notes grow 'neath Nature's dewy art : 



HANSOM-BELLS 13 

And each bird-songster sings his heart away 
With love's insanity ; or doth impart 
The strange thought that there is within his 
heart 

Hunger for love, naught earthly can allay. 



HANSOM-BELLS 

I HAVE left delirious London for my peaceful 
native valley, 
And the sun is beaming brightly o'er the 
calmness of the dells ; 
And the birds are singing gaily where my quiet 
footsteps dally. 
But I only hear the tinkling of the teeming 
hansom-bells. 

I am far away from London, but they call me 

back for ever 
To the never-ceasing turmoil and the tumult of 

its streets ; 
And the heart that erstwhile tasted of the frenzy 

of its fever 
Must reverberate the measure that the heart of 

London beats. 



14 HANSOM-BELLS 

Oh, the streaming streets of London ! how I love 
them, how I love them, 
With their metamorphic movement and their 
multitude of cries ! 
And my thoughts fly thither faster than the verbal 
wires above them 
Could convey the plaintive messages my exiled 
spirit sighs. 

I have walked them very weary, very sick with 
pain and sadness. 
And they seemed to soothe my anguish with a 
strange and blissful balm ; 
I have paced them nigh despairing, goaded on by 
grief to madness, 
And they breathed from out their turmoil an 
emollient of calm. 



I have watched beside the window of my chamber 
looking o'er them. 
While they turned the pictured pages of the 
book of London life. 
And my eyes grew never weary of the changeful 
scene before them, 
As they swept the seething channels of the giant 
city's strife. 



HANSOM-BELLS 15 

Then the hansom-bells would sing to me con- 
tinuously, clearly, 
Shrill above the din of traffic, as they hurtled 
through the throng ; 
So I called them brother-minstrels, for I learned 
to love them dearly. 
And to tune my lyric verses to the manner of 
their song. 

Now I wander in the woodland, but my heart is in 
the city — 
In the distant streets of London 'mid the 
rumble and the roar 
And the rolling of the traffic ; while the hansom's 
haunting ditty 
Comes in mystic modulations to my ear for 
evermore. 

'Mid the greenest groves of myrtles, where the 
vocal waters mingle 
Softly, sweetly with the melodies of countless 
feathered bards, 
I can only hear the music that comes floating 
down the dingle 
From the hansom-bells of London — that alone 
my ear regards. 



i6 HANSOM-BELLS 

For the bells are singing — seemingly with plaudits 
and compassions — 
Of the city's splendid pageants and its moving 
mighty mob, 
Of the grimness of its squalors, of the grandeur of 
its fashions, 
And the potence of the passions that within its 
pulses throb. 

They are singing of the West : ah, me ! I dream 
the gorgeous graces 
And the delicate delights that wealth and beauty 
may dispense. 
They are singing of the East : oh, God ! I know 
the pallid faces. 
And the famished forms uprising to their graphic 
eloquence. 

They are singing of the dying who may never 
taste of pity, 
Of the homeless who are creeping by the river- 
side to sleep. 
They are singing of the toilers in that sorrow- 
seething city — 
Those who strive their loved and loving ones 
from beggary to keep. 



HANSOM-BELLS 17 

And they bring me mournful echoes of the 
plashing and the moaning 
Of the rapid, restless river as it rolls for 
ever on, 
With the grim' Embankment frowning on some 
hopeless outcast drowning, 
Mocking others sitting sullen till their ling'ring 
hopes are gone. 

Now from scenes of sin and sorrow the mercurial 
bells are speeding 
To the brilliance and the beauty of the mansions 
of the rich ; 
And they call on me to witness all the grace of 
gentle breeding, 
And to haunt the homes that dignity and 
opulence bewitch. 

So my captive fancy wanders in a gorgeous 
Western palace 
'Mid the scintillating splendour of a season's 
princely ball. 
Whereat beauty walks majestical, with visage 
calmly callous, 
Through a legion of admirers in a multi- 
marbled hall. 

3 



i8 HANSOM-BELLS 

And I even hear the music, for the bells have 
caught the measure 
Of the droning, dreamy dances that come floating 
through the room. 
While the dancers glide unbending in the primness 
of their pleasure, 
And the heavy air is laden with a delicate 
perfume. 

All is chaste and all is stately — very splendid, be 
it granted, 
For the noblest and the fairest deck this 
tenement of wealth — 
Yet I miss the simple ease that holds the humbler 
home enchanted. 
And the winsome glow of nature 'neath the 
artless flush of health. 

Now the roving bells are calling from a hideous 
Eastern hovel 
Where the tenants huddle nightly like the 
beasts within a den 
While the children, starved and sickly, lie around 
and dumbly grovel 
Neath the blasphemies and curses of the women 
and the men. 



HANSOM-BELLS 19 

They are singing of the children. Ah ! their little 
forms are shrunken, 
And their little wounded feet go wand'ring 
naked in the street : 
They are plaining of those beings, often brutal, 
mostly drunken, — 
Parents ! ay, and worthless bibbers in a bestial 
retreat 

They are moaning for the children — ^for the 
helpless, puny creatures 
Dragging out a faint existence in a day of 
scanty breath. 
They are knelling for the children : life but flickers 
on their features 
To be lost again as swiftly in the stilly dark 
of death. 



They are speaking from the darkness, very softly, 
very sweetly, 
To the worldly and the wealthy of the suff'ring 
and the weak : 
They are calling, they are praying, very meekly, 
very meetly. 
Let us listen to the merciful petition that they 
speak. 



20 HANSOM-BELLS 

And anon they sing of women — weary women 
who are sitting 
Day and night in squalid chambers in the " city 
of the free " ; 
And they tinkle to the tenor of the fragile fingers 
flitting 
Up and down the seams and gussets for a 
miserable fee. 



Say the bells : the captive's oar may pause awhile 
upon the galley, 
E'en the hunted beast may slumber in the 
respite of the quest, 
Gentle peace may spread its mantle over hill and 
over valley. 
But the weary woman worker — she may never 
taste of rest. 

She must work, however weary, or the master will 
upbraid her, 
She must drink her cup of anguish, weeping 
silently alone : 
In the city's teeming thousands there is not a 
hand to aid her, 
Not a soul to carry comfort or to comprehend 
her own. 



HANSOM-BELLS 21 

Seeming quickened by the sorrow that a cruel fate 
hath cast her, 
All the passion of the bells is wailing wildly in 
my ears — 
Full of horror for the helpless and of hatred for 
the master 
Who would drown his hapless workers in the 
ocean of their tears. 



They are singing now of women 'twixt the houses 
and the gutter, 
Wand'ring nightly 'neath the lamplight in the 
haunts of London's lust ; 
Very gentle, very tender the petition that they 
utter. 
May it strike a chord of pity in the bosoms of 
the just ! 

If they be "God's saddest creatures" (say the 
bells), then simple sorrow 
And compassion should be felt, not pharisaical 
disgust ; 
Though the sinless spurn the sinful from their 
path to-day, — to-morrow 
Lie the sinless with the sinful in the level of the 
dust. 



22 HANSOM-BELLS 

To each smiling, mirthless creature on the chilly 
pavement thronging 
Comes a vision in the darkness of the days that 
are no more ; 
While her shipwrecked soul is tossing on the sea 
of sin 'tis longing 
For some peaceful habitation on the dim, re- 
ceding shore. 

So I ponder, and it seems the silver messengers 
are seeking 
But to call her to the pathway that her infant 
footsteps trod : 
With such exquisite compassion and persuasion 
are they speaking, 
I could deem them angel-voices charged with 
messages from God. 

Now the bells are singing gaily of the pleasures of 
the people — 
Of the merry mime and mummer and the 
marvels of the stage ; 
And commingled with the music comes the lavish 
laughter's ripple 
From the multitude ingathered where the riot 
revels rage. 



HANSOM-BELLS 23 

In a dream of calm enjoyment my enchanted 
spirit lazes 
By the lordly halls of pleasure throwing sheen 
upon a square, 
Whence the silent sculptured Shakespeare from a 
gloomy garden gazes 
On the homes of scenic revels such as he had 
fashioned fair. 



Yes, the King of Mind and Measure glances 
thoughtfully upon them. 
While the painted Moorish windows flaunt their 
hues about his head ; 
And I seem to trace a longing in his eyes that he 
had known them 
When his " company " was driven to the shelter 
of a shed. 

There is triumph on his features — very proud the 
graven brow is. 
For with all our vaunted progress, can we hail 
his equal yet ? 
Nay, our bards are pigmy pedants by the standard 
of his prowess, 
And the world has waked to wonder at the 
fulness of its debt. 



24 HANSOM-BELLS 

Now within each palace-portal 'tis the hour of 
Pleasure's folly, 
And the voice of wine-woke Passion greets the 
syren's willing ear, 
While the sweet, seductive music drowns the moan 
of Melancholy, 
And the madness of the revel stills the boding 
tongue of Fear. 

So the cup is quaffed to Beauty, ay, and drained 
again to Pleasure, 
Yet again to ravished Love — until at length the 
curtains meet. 
Closing o'er the ballet's splendours, as a miser 
grasps his treasure ; 
And the giddy crowd is turning to the drama of 
the street. 



And the bells from out the turmoil, as they speed 
a merry mission. 
Jar and jangle in my ear, and all the lights of 
London leap 
In a nebulous confusion on the languor of my 
vision. 
While my wonder-sated spirit sinks exhausted — 
and I sleep. 



HANSOM-BELLS 25 

Do I sleep a dreamless slumber? Nay, the city 
calls for ever, — 
In my waking, in my sleeping, still the haunting 
music dwells ; 
And the hand of death alone my pensive spirit 
shall dissever 
From its dreams of divers ditties in the London 
hansom-bells. 



Miscellaneous 



THE PEOPLE'S PRAYER i 

A National Anthem 



O King of All, Eternal King ! 

With whom no earthly powers compare, 
Who made and rulest everything. 

Give ear unto a people's prayer : 
Our country's King for whom we sing, 

O, take within Thy care ! 

II. 

Shed bounteous blessings on his way. 
And give his people godly peace ; 

' These verses are set to music by Frances Allitsen, and published 
as an anthem by Messrs. Boosey. 



THE PEOPLE'S PRAYER 27 

Let all his subjects own his sway, 

And bid unruly factions cease ; 
While with Thy comfort, day by day. 

His kingly joys increase. 



III. 

Let men arise to vie in fame 

With those who lie in glorious dust : 
Wise counsellors of duteous aim, 

And statesmen worthy of his trust, 
And soldiers staunch of heart and frame, 

And priests divinely just. 



IV. 

Protect his lands when foes assail. 
And give his people victory ; 

Let all his prudent acts prevail. 
And live in long futurity ; 

On him Thy heavenly gifts entail 
For all eternity ! 



28 A SONG OF EMPIRE 

REQUIEM 

February 2, 1901 

Rest, Mother, rest ! The long day closes. 

See what we lay on thy dear dead breast : 
Lilies of love, with the royal roses. 
Rest, Mother, rest ! 

Sleep, Mother, sleep ! Thy work is over — 

We grope on, for the dark is deep ; 
Side by side with thy sleeping lover. 
Sleep, Mother, sleep ! 

Rest, Mother, rest ! The world is lonely 

Reft of thy spirit : but God knows best : 
Mother of All— not the World's Queen only, 
Rest, Dearest, rest ! 

A SONG OF EMPIRE 

I. 

Here's greeting to you. Brother, 

Beyond the Western sea ! 
Sons of the self-same mother, 

Not hostile strangers, we : 



A SONG OF EMPIRE 29 

So here's to Mother England 

And England's every son. 
And here's to all in kinship's thrall — 

The Anglo-Saxon — one ! 



Refrain : 

Here's to the Old Land, mother of many lands, 
Here's to her kin 'neath the Western sun, 

And her every rover, the wide world over — 
The Anglo-Saxon — one ! 



II. 

" Saint George for Merrie England ! ' 

Floats seaward from the strand : 
Fly over, Western Eagle, 

And greet the Motherland ! 
The bitter past is buried — 

The long dissension done : 
Then, hark and hear the message clear- 

The Anglo-Saxon — one ! 

Refrain : 
Here's to the Old Land, &c. 



30 A SONG OF EMPIRE 

III. 
No stormy stretch of ocean 

May part our love-linked hands — 
The strong, sweet clasp of kindred, 

One race in many lands. 
And closer, still, and closer 

Affection's web is spun : 
So speed the toast from coast to coast- 

The Anglo-Saxon — one ! 

Refrain : 
Here's to the OLD Land, &c. 



IV. 

Our myriads, united. 

Shall face the baffled world : 
Who dare defy our standards 

When side by side unfurled ? 
Be ours the godly mission 

To spike each gaping gun : 
By strength of worth we'll rule the earth- 

The Anglo-Saxon — One ! 

Refrain : 
Here's to the OLD Land, &c. 



SONG OF THE SONS OVERSEA 31 

SONG OF THE SONS OVERSEA 

In the sough of the sleepless ocean, 

In the hum of the Eastern night, 
In the dusk of the Northern noontide, 

In the blaze of the Southern light, 
There is ever a fond voice calling, 

There is ever a waving hand ; 
And thoughts fly back on the homeward track — 

Back to our Motherland. 



We have moulded some lordly cities. 

And fashioned our rails and docks ; 
We have girdled the earth with cables, 

And lighted the ocean's rocks. 
But afar on the cliffs of England 

There streams from a brighter band 
A golden streak o'er the ocean's cheek- 

The light of the Motherland. 



We have wandered the wide world over, 
And planted the farthest soil ; 

We have sweated with honest labour, 
And gathered the fruits of toil. 



32 THE GORDONS 

Though dear be the bush and jungle, 
And rich be the ranch and rand, 

Still best of earth is our land of birth — 
Our own dear Motherland. 



We meet 'neath the sounding rafter. 
And chorus some grand old song, 

Or tell of Old England's glory- 
In her wrestlings with the wrong. 

Then, filled to the brim our glasses, 
We shoulder to shoulder stand, 

And pledge and pour one bumper more- 
" To England— Motherland ! " 



THE GORDONS 
(Dargai, October 20, 1897) 

Laurel and lay greet ye to-day, 
Gordons, Gordons, gallant and gay ! 

Take we a cup, bubble it up. 

Pledging a toast to that glorious fray. 

When to the heights in the teeth of the foe. 

Out of the hell of the valley below. 



THE GORDONS 33 

Climbed ye for glory — and found it, we know — 
Gordons, Gordons, gallant and gay ! 



Here's to your name, here's to your fame, 

Gordons, Gordons, gallant and gay ! 
Here's to the flag, now but a rag, 

Carried aloft in the thick of the fray ! 
Here's to the tartans that swing in the breeze. 
Here's to the bonnets that never hold bees. 
And here's to the kilts and your bonnie bare 
knees, 
Gordons, Gordons, gallant and gay ! 



Here's to the man — pride of the clan — 

Piper, piper, gallant and gay ! 
Through the grim fray, there as he lay 

Crippled and bleeding, still piping away. 
Here's to ye all ! — while a song to your worth 
Rings from the Thames to the Firth of the 

Forth ; 
And it's hey for the bonnie braw Cocks o' the 
North !— 
Gordons, Gordons, gallant and gay ! 
4 
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THE RED REALITY 
(October, 1899) 

Look to it, England, lest thou hold too light 

Bellona's battery agape on thee : 

Gaze full upon the red reality. 
And flinch not, fail not when thou know'st the 

blight 
Of battle. They fall spendthrift in the fight — 

Thy fair young sons ; their chivalry to be 

More dear a hundred times to memory 
Than erst their stalwart symmetry to sight. 
Then give them freely ; not with grudging tears, 

But calmly, proudly, that the world may gauge 

Thy vaunted valour in an armied age. 
And find it firmer based upon the years. 
Not for thee, England, is the scorn that sears — 

Thy book of life can show no blemished page. 

WOMEN AND WAR 

(1899) 

To arms ! to arms ! to arms ! 
Away, domestic charms ! 
The bugle-call is ringing thro' the land. 
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Now soldiers stop nor stay, 
With laggard love's delay, 
But hurry out to join the martial band. 
Our women are strong in the hour of need. 
And never a dallying wish they plead. 
But chorus the cry of the land — God-speed ! 

To arms ! 



To arms ! to arms ! to arms ! 
War's gathering alarms 
Urge on the happy warrior's career : 
By hill and valley runs 
The message of the guns. 
And makes the sweetest music in his ear. 
For men must battle, and men must bleed. 
But women are strong in the hour of need, 
And spur brave hearts to the hero's deed : 

To arms ! 



To arms ! to arms ! to arms ! 
Come Yeomen from their farms, 
And Volunteers go gaily to the fight. 
The Motherland, to-day. 
Calls sons from far away. 
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And gallantly they spring to speed the Right. 
Their women are strong in the hour of need, 
For thick is the blood of the British breed, 
And they cry from the ends of the earth — God- 
speed ! 

To arms ! 



THE WOMEN WHO WAIT 
(1900) 

We have sung of the sons by the sounding guns, 

Away on the burning veldt ; 
We have mourned for the dead who have fought 
and bled 

In the thick of the bullets' pelt ; 
We have cheered for the men who have dropped 
the pen 

And marched in their martial state : 
At the heart's quick call we have honoured all — 

But what of the women who wait ? 

Ah ! what of the wife who has lent a life, 

And waits in the winter gloom — 
And the sister's fears and the mother's tears. 

And the hush of the lonely room ? 
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When the " lists " are out, and the newsboys shout 

The " bill " of their book of Fate, 
Let us spare a thought, from the men who fought, 

For the tortured women who wait ! 



FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE 
(Born May 15, 1820) 

There lives the sweetest woman yet 

That ever soothed the aching brain. 
Or donned an angel's amulet 

To stay the piteous pangs of pain. 
She, who with zeal and saintly vow, 

Went out to succour 'mid the fray, 
Sits, with her wan and crownless brow. 

Bent down with weight of years to-day. 

For her the wounded soldiers prayed, 

And kissed her shadow as she passed : 
Her gentle presence pain allayed. 

And dimmed the neighbouring battle-blast. 
All England rang with pride and praise 

Of her, whose life was lent to save, 
Who, through those dark and bloody days. 

On mercy's mission, dared the grave. 
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But now, alas ! her step is slow, 

Her eye, once bright, too faintly beams ; 
Yet do the days of long ago 

Come back to fill her latest dreams. 
Her happy heart grows young again. 

Her soul enjoys, in calm content. 
That higher bliss the few attain — 

The conscience of a life well spent. 



Sweet Nightingale, long lost to sight ! 

(How like our dulcet bird of May, 
That only looms in England's night. 

And sings till shadows melt away !) 
We bring thee from thy native grove. 

The weary twilight hours to leaven, 
New wreaths of reverence and love — 

Thy crown must be the gift of heaven. 



THE THREE KINGS 

God — to Whom endless praise! — in the toilful 
century planned 
Missions for three great men, works of His 
infinite skill ; 
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Clothed them with learning and light, to be 
beacons for all the land, 
Each a king of his craft, a giant in wisdom and 
will. 



England, the mother of all, nurtured the three at 
her breast. 
Cradled and reared them, and gave weapons 
more trusty than swords : 
Love for the land of their birth, with muscle of 
mind to attest 
Truth from the tribune of Truth, likened in 
colours and words. 



Warriors they to the core, all of the army of Art, 
Cleaving the dusk of despair, bidding all men to 
rejoice : 
Pressing victorious on, steady, and sturdy of heart. 
Each with a talisman true — pencil, a pen, and a 
voice. 



Thus, in the fulness of time, eyes that were closed 
to delight — 
Ope'd by the magic of one, Leighton, the Master 
of Grace — 
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Woke to the wonders of life, drank of the rapture 
of sight ; 
Learning the beauties of God, fashioned in figure 
and face. 



Over the length of the land floated a clarion call. 
Gladstone, the Master of Men, orator, statesman 
and sage. 
Rose in his glorious might, forging the freedom 
of all; 
Ardent in earliest youth, tireless in strenuous age. 



So with the Singer of Love : Tennyson, Master of 
Song. 
His was the mission to soothe sorrow and 
quicken delight : 
His was a meteor-flight, ranging the r^ons of 
wrong ; 
Planet-like, steadfast at length, set in the dark 
of our night 



God ! — to \Vhom endless thanks ! — ^Thine are the 
souls of the three. 
Thine are the blessings we reap wrought of 
triumphant endeavour : 
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Leave us the works of our kings, proudly to hold, 
and to be 
Witness and proof of Thy power, urging us 
upward for ever ! 



THE ROAD TO RAYLEIGH 
A Walk from Southend 

Leave behind the silver sea, 

Let the billows pour 
All their mournful melody 

On the sandy shore. 
Music's in the leafy lane — 

Birds are singing gaily : 
Ocean calls us back in vain — 

We are bound for Rayleigh. 

Prittlewell is soon in sight, 

Smiling in the sun : 
Meadows on the left and right. 

Golden every one. 
Gardens by the sleepy street 

Flaunt their flowers gaily : 
Everything is fair and sweet 

On the road to Rayleigh. 
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Past the village, to the right 

Strike across the fields. 
What a banquet of delight 

Bounteous Nature yields ! 
See a splash of colour there — 

Children playing gaily. 
On — ^with beauties everywhere — 

Through the fields to Rayleigh. 

Here's the road ! we leave the leas, 

Rochford looms ahead : 
There's the church among the trees 

With its roof of red. 
See ! the scarlet coats are out — 

Golfers golfing gaily : 
Let us stay and watch a bout 

Ere we make for Rayleigh. 

Here's the Club-house, old and grey: 

Luckless Anne Boleyn 
Dreamed her girlhood's hours away 

In this fair demesne. 
Here it was King Hal of old 

Came a-wooing gaily. 
Once again the tale is told 

On the road to Rayleigh. 
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Through the Market to " The Ship " 

(Klockie's popular) : 
We must stop and take a nip 

(Lizzie's in the bar). 
Cunning Klockie whispers "Lunch?" 

" Yes," we answer gaily. 
So we stay a while to munch, 

Then we're off to Rayleigh. 

Off across the fields again, 

Where the lovers bask : 
We can almost hear the men 

Fateful questions ask. 
Look ! that maiden's bashful glance 

Turns to blushes gaily. 
Just a touch of sweet romance 

On the way to Rayleigh. 

Now we reach the shelving road — 

Hawkwell's quickly passed : 
Roses cover each abode : 

Here's « The Spa " at last ! 
At " The Bull," upon the hill, 

Welcome waits us gaily : 
Step inside, we're thirsty still : 

Half a league from Rayleigh. 
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Belle of Hockley, ere we part, 

Let your 'witching smile 
Wake the weary traveller's heart. 

Comfort and beguile ! 
Lo ! her smiles serene and sweet 

Chase each other gaily : 
Such delights we only meet 

Coming up to Rayleigh. 

Half a mile — and pause awhile : 

What a glorious view ! 
All the country seems to smile, 

Rich with golden hue. 
Sweetest scents perfume the air, 

Flowers blossom gaily — 
Roses, roses everywhere 

On the road to Rayleigh. 

Rayleigh Church ! (it looks a toy) ; 

Now we're in the town. 
At " The Golden Lion " joy 

Rules in high renown. 
Emmie, with her wonted grace. 

Greets us, smiling gaily — 
There is not a sweeter face 

In the town of Rayleigh. 
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Thus we spent the summer day 

'Mid the fields and flowers ; 
Round our path, in rich display, 

Nature's fairest bowers. 
Happy, happy little band 

Strolling onward gaily. 
Through the lovely meadowland 

On the way to Rayleigh ! 



THE SONG OF MARCH 

Out of the cavern of Time I spring, 
On the dancing feet of the wind ; 

Wildly, oh ! wildly my way I wing, 
While the grey clouds hurry behind, 

Trailing a mantle far over the sky. 

And the maniac winds go bellowing by. 



The scudding grasses all shivering fly, 
And the plants crouch down to the earth, 

The old oaks groan and the poplars sigh ; 
But I laugh with a frenzied mirth. 

And call on the tempests to mock their cries 

With thunderous tongues and with flaming eyes: 
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Not a trembling tree but lifts its arms 

With a vain appeal to the skies. 
Oh ! I love their terrors and wild alarms, 

And the merciless, mad replies 
From tlie foam-flecked mouths of the chafing 

hounds 
That I hold in leash in my hunting-grounds. 



THE SONG OF APRIL 

1 COME, like a hope to a gloomj- breast, 
With comforting smiles, and tears 

Of sympathy for the earth's unrest ; 
And news that the summer nears, 

For the feet of the young year every day 

Patter and patter and patter away. 



I thrill the world with a strange delight ; 

The birds sing out with a will, 
And the herb-lorn lea is swift bedight 

With cowslip and daffodil ; 
While the rain for an hour or two every day 
Patters and patters and patters away. 
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I sing of love, and my strains console 

The wish of the wakening mind, 
And their echoes roll from soul to soul, 

And grow on my murmurous wind ; 
Till hearts with a true-love every day 
Patter and patter and patter away. 



THE LAY OF THE LAVEROCK 

Up where the clouds a white trellis are twining, 

I sing — I sing ! 
Higher, and nearer the heavens' blue lining, 

I wing — I wing ! 
And I love thee, love thee. Wind of the West, 
When I feel thy breath on my plumy crest ; 
I'm ever unwearied when thou hast roved, 
Sweetest and purest and best beloved ! 

Round where the rowan-tree rocks on the mountain, 

I ride— I ride ! 
Up where an icicle cloisters the fountain, 

I glide — I glide ! 
But I love thee, love thee, genial Sun — 
Of all my lovers the brightest one — 
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For thou lookest down from the bending sky, 
And the earth is glad with thy laughing eye ! 



Up where the air with sweet music is riven, 

I tarry — I tarry ! 
And the silvery song of the blessed in heaven 

I carry — I carry ! 
For I love thee, love thee, dolorous Man, , 
And I've carolled that song since the world began ; 
But woe is me, when the storms sweep by, 
And the mocking winds are my sole reply ! 



THE POET 

The poet sings of the sweetest things 

That live in the life of man ; 
His soul goes forth to the south and north 
And east and west with a wild unrest. 
And gathereth all it deemeth best 

In a song Elysian. 

He loves the stars, for his mind unbars 
The gate of their mystic sphere ; 
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The midnight moon and the sun at noon 
His coming greet with a message sweet ; 
And his heart keeps time with a rhythmic beat 
To the throbbing Earth's career. 

He woos the winds, for his fancy finds 

Delight in their changeful breath ; 
His thoughts fly fast on the winter's blast, 
And haunt the breeze in the summer trees, 
Till at last his gentle heart doth freeze 
In the icy grasp of death. 



TO THE SPIRIT OF PLEASURE 

Sing me a song with gay refrain, 
Lilting of love and laughter, 

And wake thy vine-strung lute again, 

For life is ever on the wane — 
And who knoweth the hereafter ? 

So bid me smile — 'tis time to weep 

When cometh aching sorrow — 
And let me drink a measure deep 
Of joy to-day, for I must sleep 
An endless sleep to-morrow. 
5 
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Who knoweth bliss ? Yet thou may'st cheat 
My mind with dream supernal 

For some brief span ; and O ! 'twere sweet 

To revel in that vision fleet, 
And dare the dim eternal. 



Yes, spite of life's most gloomy end, 

I fain would meet it boldly ; 
So warm me now, my dearest friend, 
For sure — where'er the soul may wend — 

The body will lie coldly. 



THE CIRCUS OF LIFE 

O ! Life is like to a circus, 
And a wonderful show we give. 

And all for the self-same purpose- 
Making money to live. 



There's taciturn Time round-glancing : 
'"Tis a very fine show," he saith. 

As he watches the hope-steeds prancing 
Or biting the dust of death. 



TWO NIGHTS SI 

And the moon-man smiles like a lover 
On the comeliest maid he deems, 

From his seat in the circle above her, 
And throws her a bouquet of beams. 

But the stars take most to the clowning. 
And twinkle with mirth at the sight 

Of the antics and whimsical gowning. 
From their close-packed gallery height. 

So merrily goes Life's circus ; 

'Tis a wonderful show we give. 
And all of us play for this purpose — 

Making money to live. 



TWO NIGHTS 

Down from the hilltops the wild winds are 

sweeping, 
Over the valleys the grey clouds are weeping, 
Haggard and gaunt are the meadows and leas ; 
Through the bare boughs of the desolate trees 
Booms the fierce blast in the night's sable sorrow. 
While Nature's pale lips murmur prayers for the 

morrow. 
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Over the landscape, with radiance immortal, 
Fall the moon's beams from the sky's open portal ; 
Soft, 'midst the purl of the shimmering leaves, 
Slumber the birds 'neath the low-hanging eaves ; 
Nature lies peaceful, and fain would she borrow 
The hush of the night for the stir of the morrow. 



THE MINSTREL 

I MADE a song, 'twas a song of life, 

Joy and sorrow and hope and fear ; 

Dreamed and writ in the stress of strife, 

Tuned and sung for the world to hear : 

But louder far were the moan and jest. 

And my song was lost in the world's unrest. 

The world would not listen. I sang to the stars- 
The golden stars in the summer night. 

To the clear-cut Saturn and rosy Mars, 

And Venus, queen, in her robe of light : 

But they twinkled on in their silent mirth, 

And faded out at the morning's birth. 

The stars would not listen. I sang to the moon- 
The silver moon in the winter night ; 
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My heart went out on the wings of tune, 

Circled and soared in a raptured flight : 
But the moon sailed off as the hours went by, 
And my song was sung to an empty sky. 

The moon would not listen. I sang to the sun — 
The blazing sun in his noonday height ; 

Sang and sang till his course was run 

And he laid him low at the feet of night : 

But woe is me ! for the night came down. 

And my song was hushed to her darkling frown. 

None — none would hear till I sang to you — 

To you, my own, with the moon-fair face 

And silky hair of the sun-bright hue 

And sweet star-eyes. And by Love's good 
grace. 

My song was echoed in tenor and tone — 

Heard and echoed by you, my own ! 



KATE O' DONEGAL 

With her elfin locks, part braided, part afloat 
upon the wind, 
Sits Crazy Kate o' Donegal upon the jetty 
dreaming ; 
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And she's talking with the fancies that are flitting 

thro' her mind, 
Her lips with wonder gaping, and her big eyes 

strangely beaming ; 
Oh, such idle, idle fancies ! and delusions are they 

all. 
For the waves have wed the darling of poor Kate 

o' Donegal. 

Now she sings a quaint love-ballad with its 

rhymed and measured words. 
And her voice is like a banshee's with its low 

and languid crooning ; 
And she never seems to hear the mocking music 

of the birds. 
As she sits there in the shadow, all her foolish 

fancies tuning, 
And the moanings of the wind and waves, that 

ever rise and fall. 
Are unheeded in the dreamland of poor Kate o' 

Donegal. 

'Twas a year ago a fisher-boat and all hands made 
their bed 
Up northward past the Foreland, on the fatal 
Sands o' Swilly ; 
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When they told poor Kitty, gently, Mike O'Sullivan 

was dead. 
She just stood by and laughed away — it seemed 

to turn her silly. 
Then the prophet-man stood up and said : " The 

writin' on the wall ! 
An' sure I read the name last night o' Kate o' 

Donegal." 



Kitty hurried to the jetty, and sat lonely in the 

shade ; 
There every day she wends her way, nor man 

nor woman heeding. 
'Tis a sorry, sorry thing, indeed, to hear the gentle 

maid 
Soft singing to the lad that's dead, with sweet 

and tender pleading. 
Till night comes down upon the bay, and lonely 

curlews call ; 
Then she hastens home, still singing to her Mike 

o' Donegal. 
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A MOONLIGHT LULLABY 



As clear as the moonlight that falls at your feet, 
As bright as the starbeatns, so fitful and fleet, 
Are your eyes, which must close, little baby, to 
greet 

The wonders of dreaming ! 
I could fancy your cheeks, in their beauty com- 
plete, 
Had been fed by the poppies that grow in the 

wheat, 
And your tresses caressed by the kingcups, my 
sweet. 

So golden their gleaming. 

II. 

I've watched you, my darling, from rosy sunrise. 
And guided your little feet, kissed back your 

cries ; 
Now the shadows of evening have wearied your 

eyes, 

Be sleeping, be sleeping ! 
The wind sings you lullabies out in the trees, 
I pray for you softly, here, down on my knees, 
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And the words that I whisper, my baby, are 
these — 

" God, take in Thy keeping ! " 

III. 

And He'll send a bright angel to stand at your 

side, 
When your pretty eyes close His will open more 

wide. 
And He'll smile as you sleep, and sweet visions 

provide, 

And all of His bringing. 
When shadows unfold, and your dreams are all 

fled, 
I'll wake you with kisses and garland your bed. 
And we'll watch the sun rising, all golden and red, 
While the birds go up singing. 



A STARLIGHT LULLABY 

Sleep, little baby, sweet, sweet slumbers ; 
Stars are shining in numbers and numbers ; 
Mother is watching you, here at your side. 
And her eyes are open so wide, so wide. 
While she sings to her darling wee baby — 
The darling wee baby she loves. 
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Sleep, little baby ! for while you're sleeping 
Little wing'd angels are peeping and peeping 
Out of the sky which is ever so blue, 
And they're looking and smiling so sweetly on 

you, 
On mother's own darling wee baby — 
The darling wee baby she loves. 

Sleep, little baby ! the birds are nesting, 
Everybody is peacefully resting — 
Everybody but mother, my sweet. 
Who is singing a lullaby here in her seat. 
By the side of her darling wee baby — 
The darling wee baby she loves. 



THE PALACE OF PEEPY 

(Slumber Song) 

When the blackamoor shadows come, creepy, 
, creepy. 
And the weary old sun lies down a-bed, 
Children may go to the Palace of Peepy, 
Up in the land which the fairies tread. 
Where the songs of the birdies are sweeter than 
ours 
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They may wander, and gather the beautiful flowers, 
While the apples and oranges tumble in showers 
From the trees in the gardens of Peepy. 

When children are weary of gathering posies, 

Up to the palace they wend their way 
By loveliest pathways, with poppies and roses 

Blossoming round them in brave array. 
In the palace are marvellous clockwork toys, 
With dolls for the girlies and guns for the boys. 
Spread out in the Hall of a Hundred Joys, 
In the wonderful Palace of Peepy. 

The Hushaby Fairy will sing to them sweetly. 

The Rockaby Fairy will rock them to rest, 
The Queen of the Palace will charm them com- 
pletely. 
For she is the fairy all children love best. 
And other bright fairies will hover around 
And frolic and dance, tho' their little feet sound 
Not a bit on the glittering carpeted ground 
Of the beautiful Palace of Peepy. 

When the shadows go back again, creepy, creepy 
And the lazy old sun looks up from his bed, 

Children must come from the Palace of Peepy 
Down to the earth, by the fairies led. 
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And all the day long, in the meadows green, 
They tell of the wonderful sights they've seen 
In the realm of the beautiful Fairy Queen — 
Up there in the Palace of Peepy. 



THE LAND OF BYE-BYE 
(A Cradle Song) 

There's a Land of Bye-bye, where my darling is 

going, 
Up in the clouds where the wee birdies fly ; 
And the sky's always blue, and the poppies are 
growing 
Ever so big, in the Land of Bye-bye. 
In the Land of Bye-bye, 
Where my darling shall fly 
To play with the children up there in Bye-bye. 

There's Little Bo-peep, who is laughing and 
singing — 
She's found all her naughty sheep hid in the 
corn ; 
There's the Banbury Lady, with bells all a-ringing. 
And little Boy Blue, who is blowing his horn. 



THE LAND OF BYE-BYE 6i 

Such a wonderful horn ! 
Like the cow's in the corn, 
And he'll play you a tune on his wonderful 
horn. 



There's Little Miss Muiifit, her curds and whey 
sipping ; 
The spider's gone back to its web in the wood ; 
And there's Little Red Riding Hood gracefully 
tripping — 
The wolf didn't eat Little Red Riding Hood ; 
He was killed ere he could, 
By a fairy so good, 
And she'll show you the fairy she met in the 
wood. 



There are lots of good fairies where baby is 
going— 
Up in the clouds where the wee birdies fly ; 
And the sky's always blue, and the poppies are 
growing 
Ever so big, in the Land of Bye-bye. 
In the Land of Bye-bye, 
Where my darling shall fly 
To play with the children up there in Bye-bye. 
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AN EVENING SONG 

Doves on the lintels are cooing, 
And nightingales sing in the trees, 

And blossoms are languidly wooing 
The murmurous love of the breeze. 



Twilight, the moth-winged, is sweeping 
Down from its coverts above. 

Enfolding the eyes that are keeping 
A rapturous vigil of love. 



Love is a wonder enchanting 
That ranges with gorgeous display, 

Like a rosy aurora, supplanting 
The pallider glow of the day. 



While the wakeful world sits in the gloaming 
And watches and waits for its smile. 

For a beam of its radiance roaming 
Is meed for the weariest while. 



NO MORE 63 



NO MORE 



" ' No more ! ' O, how majestically mournful are those words ! 
They are like the roar of the wind through a forest of pines." — 
Hyperion. 



Plaintively, dolefully pitiful, 
Bitterly, hopelessly sorrowful, — 
Above the river's seething flow, 
Fitfully borne on a sob of woe — 
Come these words, like the moaning breeze 
Sweeping a forest of tall pine-trees — 
No more ! 

Dead is my gentle love, they say, 
Laid to rest in her kindred clay ; 
I hear her voice, I feel her nigh ! 
She is not dead — they lie, they lie ! 
Arise, my love, from out the grave ! 
The trees despairing answer wave — 
No more ! 

Deep the river whose bank we tread, 
Steep the side of the river-bed ; 
Men are hurled in the mighty stream — 
" Life, dear Life ! " is their frenzied scream : 
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I hear their cries above the roar, 
And the dread reply from the further shore — 
No more ! 



THE POWER OF MUSIC 

I HEARD a song in the golden days 

When life was a lingering bliss, 
When love was shedding its tender rays, 

And every beam was a kiss, 
When the air was scented with musk and rose, 
And my soul was lulled in a sweet repose. 

The music came through the silent air 
And touched the strings of my heart, 

And hung in a quivering echo there ; 
For its sweetness seemed a part 

Of the exquisite magic of love's delight. 

To live in its life and to share its flight. 

Again thro' the twilight of to-day 

Was wafted the old-time strain. 
It touched my heart in the old sweet way, 

But its touch, alas ! was vain 
To wake love's music ; and yet I seem 
To live to-night in a golden dream. 
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THE MUTE MINSTREL 

What grim perversity of fate, 
That I, who dream such many things, 

So few may set as mus^d freight 
Upon my pen's belated wings ; 

When I would gather all, and speed 

A rhyme the ready world should read. 



But fades each thought I strive to keep, 
O'ershadowed by an alien mate ; 

And ere my cloven sickle reap, 
A thousand more my spirit sate : 

Yet I would rather one grand dream 

Than this eternal transient team. 



My hand, like gleaner's, comes too late 
To gather aught but husk and straw, 

For Farmer Fancy shuts his gate 
Upon the visioned crops I saw : 

And I stand knocking loud and long — 

A minstrel with a wordless song 1 
6 



66 RONDEAU 



RONDEAU 



This, then, is love : My fettered soul goes free. 
And beautiful the whole world seems to me. 
But yesterday, and life seemed tented round 
With sable sadness, and no wave of sound 
But sought my shrinking senses mournfully. 



But, oh ! to-day, by Love's benign decree. 
The birds, the streams, the erstwhile plaintful sea. 
All chant and whisper tenderly around. 
This, then, is love. 



With new created eyes a form I see. 
To which my lips make wild, impassioned plea. 
In whose sweet presence peace and joy are found ; 
Whose clinging arms about my heart are wound. 
Yet all the while my soul may w£uider free — 
This, then, is love. 



WAITING 67 

OUT OF THE DEPTHS 

Night, and a crash of ships ; 

The roar of a raging sea ; 
One kiss on a woman's pale dead lips, 

And a world of sorrow for me. 

Thou pitiless coward, Death ! 

That stifled her young heart's beat. 
And silenced the song of her soft-drawn breath. 

And the music that followed her feet. 



Cherry in bloom, and peach ; 

And Spring in the garden bed : 
But I see only the cold, bare beach 

Where the flower of my heart lay dead. 



WAITING 

Moon-like her virginal splendour 
Shed its fair halo of beauty afar, 
And love, in her bosom so tender. 
Burned like a star. 



68 MOTHER'S SONG 

Heaven sent angels descendent, 

Long ere the dawn of her heart's bridal-day 
And her soul with the vision resplendent, 
Speeded away. 



Oft in the twilight of sadness, 

Languidly tuning the swift keys of thought, 
I fancy an echo of gladness 

Woos me, unsought. 



Who knows but on Destiny's morrow, 

Sudden, the track of her soul, angel bright. 
Will glow in the night of my sorrow 
And lead me to light ? 



MOTHER'S SONG 

You came on a skylark's back 
From lands of the golden sun, 
And you learnt his song, 
As you sped along 
The airy calm of the, earthward track 
That led to my heart, little one ! 



MOTHER'S SONG 69 

Your hair is of sunny gold, 
Tliat shines in the fair sunlight ; 
For it caught the gleam 
Of a stray sunbeam, 
And glows with a glory manifold 
That giveth my gaze delight. 



Your eyes are the stars you stole 
On your wanderings through the sky 
They gleam and glint 
With a tender tint, 
And seem to look in my very soul 
To chasten and beautify. 



Your soul is pure as the air 

You breathed in the blue above. 

And it filleth mine 

With a joy divine ; 

And your sweetness lingers everywhere- 

But most in my heart, little love ! 



70 ZOE 



ZOE 



Little face all wreathed in smiles, 
Little voice with gentle wiles 
All my pain in joy beguiles : 
Zoe. 



Zee's lips are bonny red, 
Cheeks with rosy mirth are fed, 
Raven is her curly head : 
Zoe. 



Zoe's heart unfettered lay 
Till I met her yesterday. 
And said — and said — what did I say, 
Zoe? 



Zoe's heart's no longer free, 
Zoe's smiles are all for me, 
Zoe's mine that is to be : 
My Zoe. 



THE DAYS OF LONG AGO 71 

THE DAYS OF LONG AGO 

I KNEW a saintly woman in the days of long ago, 
Her words were passing tender and her voice was 

sweet and low ; 
I made a temple of my heart and set her image 

there, 
And worshipped — all too fondly — at the altar of 

my fair. 

I built a castle in the air and led her to admire, 
And fancied I had fashioned Fate to realise 

Desire, — 
Poor fool ! so vainly — vainly, for I never called 

her bride : 
Ah ! Heaven knows the measure of my sorrow 

when she died. 

I know a willow-tree, beneath its shade my god- 
dess sleeps ; 

My tears commingle with the dews that pitying 
heaven weeps. 

My soul, with prayers ascending in the scents the 
lilies blow, 

Still worships at her shrine, as in the days of long 
ago. 



72 UNREST 



UNREST 



Some dwell in gardens of dreams, 
And doze 'mid lilies and roses, 

Whilst men glide by in unending streams. 
And Death's door opens and closes. 



They lie and dream of the dead 
On beds of poppies and clover, 

But, waking, stifle their sleeping dread 
Of the Death-sea bubbling over : 



" The moon and the stars peer down, 
And smile and twinkle with mirth — 

They'd never be decked in their golden gown 
If Death were wasting the earth. 



" No, no ! 'Tis pitiless storms 
Which scatter the flowers so dear, 

And painfully crush their fragile forms — 
That — that is the death we fear." 



TO THE STRIKERS OF ENGLAND 73 

TO THE STRIKERS OF ENGLAND 

Men, you are surely mad ! With the mutinous 

war that you wage 
You sully with bloodless crime the new-turned 

century's page. 

You are mining the strongholds of life with your 

stubborn stillness of hand ; 
You are firing your hapless liomes, though it be 

with a fireless brand. 

You are killing our cardinal crafts, in the toilful 

centuries planned ; 
You are flinging your country's gold in the fisc of 

a foreign land. 

You are stealing bread from the mouths of your 

helpless children and wives, 
While the wary foreigner waits, and grins 

approval, and thrives. 

Men, are you fools — blind fools ? Though he 

gives to your funds for a while. 
Are you witless to gather and ponder the tenor 

and trend of his guile ? 



74 TO THE STRIKERS OF ENGLAND 

He blesses your simple faith, out there as he plies 

your trade ; 
And, after his work, he chuckles and sharpens a 

soldier's blade, 

Biding the time when Britain, weak with the 

fatuous strife 
Of men who were once her bulwarks, be sapped at 

her fount of hfe : 

Then — then will the ready weapon leap and flash 

in his strengthened hold ; 
Then shall our glory be dead — and the story of 

Britain told. 



Sonnets 



ASPIRATION 

As one that pants and pants for living breath, 

I yearn to draw deep draughts of magic air 
On the immortal hills, while life-fed Death 

Plunders below unknown, while mad Despair 
Rolls on its purple torrent all unseen, 
And Time, unnoted, wings its way terrene. 
There would I sing a very song of Life, 

And deck the heavens with the starry gems 
Prolific Thought should yield by my caress, 
From every star I'd glean a golden tress. 

And weave a host of splendid diadems 
With cusps of Love and Joy and Beauty rife. 
But oh ! my hopes lie moaning evermore. 
Like waves of time along the eternal shore. 

7S 



76 LIFE'S COMPENSATIONS 

EARTH MELODIES 

Each wind-stirred leaf gives forth a separate tone ; 
Each plant and budding bloom and opening pod 
Each scudding blade upon the teeming sod 

Emits a mystic music of its own. 

Each ocean wave incessantly doth moan 
Soft minor music, and, when tempest-trod. 
Wings wild petitions to the ear of God, 

With tears and sighs and broken murmurs blown. 

So doth the unvoiced homage of the Soul, 
Which calm content and peace hath inly wrought, 
Float musically upward unto Him. 
How many a prayer puts on the guise of thought, 
And, not less surely sweet than choral hymn, 
Doth pierce the unfathomed darkness to its goal ! 



LIFE'S COMPENSATIONS 

Far from the vanished Eden though we lie, 
Some merciful provision fills our need : 
Thus have we Hope the hungry heart to feed- 
To soothe the soul and hush the coward cry ; 



ETERNITY 77 

And Sleep, to close the worn and weary eye, 
(Sleep, tender Sleep ! with all her vision-breed), 
Death's counterfeit, ere cometh Death indeed 

To make the all-composing lullaby. 

Most have we that sweet comfort in dejection, 
God's fairest gift, man's best inheritance — 

The gushing fountain of the heart's aiifection. 
Loosed sometimes by the magic of a glance, 

But flowing fullest to the purer art 

Of clasped hands and heart that speaks to heart. 



ETERNITY 

I DREAMT that from the earth my spirit fled 
On wings of swift desire to Paradise, 
Led by an angel whose resplendent eyes 

Lumined dark space ; and whilst along we sped 

I marked grim phantoms which his wings, out- 
spread. 
Brushed from our track ; and as their baffled 

cries 
Grew less, I saw the towering edifice 

Of Heaven loom effulgently ahead. 

Then, as he led me to God's wondrous place. 
Through a vast golden-pillared corridor 



7B THE KINGDOM OF THOUGHT 

Whose countless columns faded into space, 

Yet seemed to grow, thus spake my counsellor ; 
" Each pillar marks the time-span of a world ; 
Even so is Heaven's eternity unfurled." 



THE KINGDOM OF THOUGHT 

Look up, poor toiler, when the day is done, 

And work no longer claims your weary hands ! 

Let Reason yield to worthier demands : 
Set Hope before you as a guiding sun 
To lead your willing spirit on and on 

To where Thought's lustrous firmament ex- 
pands. 

Whose countless stars shall bend to your 
commands. 
And, bending, own the true Hyperion. 

There stay awhile, and garner many a gem : 
Pluck down its halo from the star of Love, 
Set in the gems with purple life inwove — 

Then have you wrought a priceless diadem ; 
Wear it, and teeming destinies direct, 
O Slave of Earth, O King of Intellect ! 



THE CHARITY OF TIME 79 

OPPORTUNITY 

O POTENT ruler of our earthly fate, 
And fickle Fortune's vagrant minister ! 
The things we covet and we hold most dear — 

Fame, Love, and Riches — dwell within thy gate ; 

Thou hast the making of the truly great ; 
And yet, O cold, impassive loiterer, 
Thou dalliest the hours of our career. 

And wak'st to hear that bitter cry — " Too late ! " 

Or, shouldst thou haply hold thy magic clue 

Toward us in our day of lusty youth 

And bid us ope the gate of Heart's Desire — 
We, in our haste the trophy to acquire, 

Stumble ; and when again we look, in truth, 

Where thou didst stand is set a bed of rue. 



THE CHARITY OF TIME 

As some poor mother, with a mind distraught. 
Clasps a dead infant to her tortured breast. 
Close to my heart my withered hopes I pressed. 

And of their uselessness believed naught ; 

For still I fed on fancies vision-wrought. 



So THE PRICE OF POWER 

Or fashioned them Hke pinnacles of rest, 

To which I clung ; and yet, by grief's bequest, 
My mind was stung by many an ambushed 

thought. 
'Twas then I courted comfort here below — 

In vain. So heavenwards my prayers did 
climb — 
And still I found not sympathy. But, lo ! 

As years rolled on, a peacefulness sublime 
Crept o'er my stormy soul, and I did know 

The unobtrusive charity of Time. 



THE PRICE OF POWER 

Ah ! who would wear a mighty nation's crown 
To walk in splendour hand in hand with Death, 
To count the dawns and hoard with bated breath 

The costly moments of the world's renown ? — 

To dread, not poverty nor Fortune's frown. 
Nor all the sorrows that existence hath. 
But that chill voice which never-ceasing saith : 

" To-morrow, haply, thou art stricken down." 

A little while : then comes the dastard blow. 
And once again the world with righteous wrath 
Vows swift destruction to the coward crew. 



WOMEN'S TEARS 8i 

Again a little while : the wrathful glow 
Fades ; and the doomed ones walk their fateful 
path 
To tempt the weapons of assassins new. 



WOMEN'S TEARS 

O, BUT to weep as women weep — at will ! 

We long to loose our pent-up misery, 

In such pale streams as set their anguish free 
And soothe their souls. No bubbling wayside rill 
So welcome — so refreshing to the ill 

Of mind or body as the fount we see 

Gush from their eyes, by Nature's kind decree, 
The while they clamber up the life-long hill. 
Small wonder they should hold this license lief. 

When all the teeming sorrows which pertain 
To woman's life, find sweet and sure relief 

In that elixir — lulling as henbane — 
Whose precious drops can deaden galling grief, 

And dim the slow eternity of pain. 



82 TO SLEEP 

CONSOLATION 

Break, break, poor heart ! if breaking will set free 
The pent-up sorrow from thy bursting cell ; 
Let the pale stream drain into Lethe's well 

And mingle with her waters silently ; 

Then — ^then, perchance, thy moans shall only be 
Soft as the lulling murmurs of a shell. 
Thy throbbing like the languid ocean's swell 

After a night of storm-fed energy. 

And thy poor riven side I'll gently bind 

With bands of healthful Hope, and thou shalt 
know 
There never was a wound, howe'er unkind, 

But could be healed by those balm-leaves that 
grow, 

Constantly vernal, in some scented grove 

Deep in the hollows of the land of Love. 



TO SLEEP 

Sometimes when moth-wing'd twilight hovers 
round 
You, pitying, ope the prison-gates of care, 
And bid my soul go free and mock despair ; 



THE LADDER OF SONG 83 

Then swift about my harassed brain are wound 
Fair dreams of joy and peacefulness profound, 
Too bright for human keeping : light is there 
That bathes mine eyes, balm-laden, and the air 
Fans me, soft cloven by melodious sound. 
Like some chased bird that stills its panting breast 
In the kind shelter of a leafy tree, 
I seek your opiate shade ; by your decree 
My senses sink into a perfect rest. 
What hope for the hereafter would I keep 
If I could fancy death were you, sweet sleep ! 



THE LADDER OF SONG 

A NIGHTINGALE, with raptured, silvern tongue, 
Outvoiced his spirit with a wild delight. 
And clove the muffled murmurs of the night 

With widest pinions of symmetric song. 

Each pealing note was like an arrow flung 
At random ; yet, uniting on their flight, 
They seemed to form two endless shafts of light, 

Reaching the heavens, and from thence they hung 

Down to the earth. From side to side were strung 
The clues of melody— all gleaming white — 
Of silken thread, half hid, so pearl-bedight ; 



84 AN ALLEGORY 

Each to the ladder was a radiant rung 
On which my listening soul, rejoicing sprung, 
And climbed to lands of visions angel-bright. 



AN ALLEGORY 

Love from his bed of dreams and fantasies 
Arose and kissed the pale grey eyes of Day 
(For Love must kiss the fairest on his way). 
And swore by all the gods and goddesses 
Such stir he'd make, the world should never 
guess 
The mischief to be his, but rather lay 
The blame to mighty Jove, or haply say, 
" At length hath fall'n the sword of Damocles." 
So, armed with taut-strung bow and quiver full, 
He rained his darts around, and, as he flew. 
The gods and goddesses looked out to view 
A deed so daring and so wonderful : 

Alas, poor boy ! they laughed at his undoing, — 
He slew no man — but all the world went 
wooing. 



LOVE'S HARMONIES 85 

LOVE AND HATE 

Love, of its thousand tinsel glamours shorn, 
Is but the soul's confession of respect 
For mind and form whose teeming charms 
reflect 

The lurid light of consciousness new-born. 

And love's sweet servitude — so lightly worn — 
Provides a halcyon charm for its elect, 
Which does instinctively from scorn protect. 

For Love must vanish with the touch of scorn. 

Hate, too, is an acknowledgment of power ; 
Does man relieve his spleen with useless hate 

For reptile he can crush, or sit an hour 
To harbour hatred for a weaker mate ? 

No ! Hate is strong, and Love is stronger still ; 

Yet cold contempt both Love and Hate must kill. 



LOVE'S HARMONIES 

Like some wild breeze that tunes the ready strings 
Of an ^olian lyre with Nature's art. 
You woke the magic music of my heart, 

And voiced the air with love's imaginings— 



86 LOVE'S CHOICE 

Each of a separate hope full-throated sings, 

While from your breast the listening echoes 
start 

And so their quivering ecstasies impart, 
That round our path a rhythmic chorus rings. 

Close to my spirit, as we wend our way. 
Lie all harmonious and lovely things ; 

Your smiles, like fingers, on my heart-strings 
play, 
Your songs rise jubilant on fancy's wings. 

And o'er my chastened soul is shed to-day 
The joy that naught but your enchantment brings. 



LOVE'S CHOICE 

Though it were given to me to choose domain 
On any of a thousand spheres, designed 
Of splendours unimagined by the mind. 
Where nought be known of poverty or pain, 
But pure and pangless pleasures did obtain. 
And there did dwell the fairest womankind 
'Mid sweetest odours wafted on the wind 
With music of a soft and soothing strain — 
Yet would I hold such surely proffered bliss 



A WOMAN'S HEART 87 

But lightly as a dream's delusive rave, 

And turn to this dull earth without repine, 

If, as I toiled obscurely to the grave 

Along the verge of ruin's precipice, 

I held one loving hand — and it were thine. 



A WOMAN'S HEART 

Ah! when did warning stay a woman's heart? , . 
In her fair kingdom of unsullied love 
No doubt can sway, no monitor can move 

The steadfast faith, which is a counterpart 

Of childish trust ; and no insidious dart 
May pierce the safe seclusion of the grove 
Wherein she walks while darling fancies rove. 

And blooms of innocence their sweets impart. 



Such was my life till knowledge did unhood 
To rudely sweep away the sinless past. 

Even when he left me — as they said he would — 
I taxed stern truth with falsehood to the last ; 

I lived for him, whate'er might be the cost, 

And staked my woman's all on love — and lost. 



88 "I LOVE YOU!" 

FROM TWO WINDOWS 

I LOOKED with wonder and admiring eyes 
From out the window of my heart ; for, lo ! 
There stood a woman bright with virgin glow, 

Such as a poet doth immortalise, 

Of beauty greater than could words devise 
Or fancy paint ; her looks cast up as though 
Unmindful of the troubled world below. 

With all her wandering thoughts in Paradise. 

I gazed from out the window of my soul. 
And, lo ! her form put on an added grace, 
While all around her sweet and smiling face 

What seemed a saintly halo softly stole : 
And, looking up, beyond the riven skies 
I saw her soul shine out from Paradise. 



"I LOVE YOU!" 

I LOVE you ! Need I beautify with art 
Those simple words ? A softer Southern tongue 
May lisp more sweetly ; poet-kings have sung 

Love to the daintiest music (for the mart) ; 



A KISS 89 

Yet nought can truer tenderness impart 

To that one phrase — the first fond love-clue 

flung 
T'wards you, on which my eager spirit sprung 

Together with the music of my heart. 

I love you ! 'Tis the oft-repeated prayer 
Told on my rosary of years ; the chant 

Soft crooned to Nature by the kissing air ; 
The burden of the bee's song to the plant ; 

The one glad message God has everywhere 
Carved on Life's daunting rocks of adamant. 



A KISS 

Her soul shone forth like starlight through the 
door 

Of her wide eyes, and magic lustre shed 

Upon my own ; her glorious hair, sun-red, 
Looped from her forehead, rivalled planished ore ; 
Her cheeks had gathered roses from their store ; 

Her teeth between two perfumed lips were 
spread. 

Like lilies pillowed on a poppy-bed, 
Or shells, wave-polished, on a coral shore. 



90 HER UFE'S MUSIC 

And as she stood and read my inmost soul, 
With fair white hands upon my shoulders laid, 

I closer bent, my arms around her stole 
And drew her into love's fond ambuscade : 

There at her lips my bosom's bursting bliss 

Soft melted in the rapture of a kiss. 



HER LIFE'S MUSIC 

Her life is music. On her love-tuned soul 
The angels' fingers harp the whole day long ; 
Her glorious voice, in sweet symphonious song. 

Lingers around me. Soothing strains do roll 

Over my bruised heart and bear its dole — 
Making its ruin echo with delight, 
And banishing the horror of its night 

With visions framed to comfort and console. 

Her notes go up like smoke-rings from a censer, 
And range the skies, like birds with outspread 

wings. 
Carrying melody to the very stars. 

And, as I list, my feelings grow intenser. 
And all my thought is lost to earthly things — 
I know the Heaven that her song unbars ! 



TYRANNY * 91 

FROM A CORNISH WINDOW 

The west wind, loitering, hums the song it learned 
Out on the broad Atlantic in its flight ; 
Around, the trees droop languid in the light 

The pale moon sheds from whence the sunset 
burned. 

Afar, the steeds of Ocean, shoreward turned. 
Put on the silver harness of the night 
And sweep in serried ranks towards the white, 

Still cliffs that wait their coming unconcerned. 

Along the hollows float slow waifs of sound — 
Echoes of echoes — murmurs of the breeze. 
Or drowsy chatter of the birds, maybe : 

While down the valley, where deep shades abound. 
The noiseless streamlet like a felon flees 
On shuffling silver feet towards the sea. 



TYRANNY 

I WANDERED on a visionary sphere. 
And marked the teeming toilers' downcast eyes 
And anguish-moistened brows, and heard their 
sighs 

Rise in one harsh and trembling chord of fear. 



92 A PICTURE 

Soon, as I gazed, a motley band drew near, 
Laden with gold — each man of massive size — 
Which trod the weaklings down, whose piteous 
cries 

Served but as theme for jest and brutish jeer. 

Sudden there rose a wild and angry roar : 
The tortured herd combined, and, as a tide 

Dashes against huge boulders on the shore, 
It smote the ruffians, even till they died. 

And from the heavens these words were thundered 
o'er: 
" Ye stand acquitted, yea, and justified ! " 



A PICTURE 

Deep in their blue and famine-sunken rings 

Burn those same eyes which once looked proudly 
out 
Upon the world, regarding men and things 

With such sheer candour as forbade misdoubt. 
But now their old-time brilliancy is drawn 

To an intense, yet ever restless beam 
Which 'lumines each, as at the brink of dawn, 

The radiating lights of heaven seem 
Concentred in the brightness of one star 
Which cleaves the dusk like golden scimitar. 



IN MEMORIAM 93 

Each lank and hollow cheek swift downward dips, 
Clammy and cold, yet flushed with fever-blood ; 

While chattering teeth gnaw at the pallid lips 
Which frame that grimmest supplication— ;/wo<i'. 



IN MEMORIAM 
John Ferguson Nisbet 

Cool, calm and captious in the Critic-crowd, 
He sought, with heart benignant to the core, 
The wider knowledge, keen to gather store 

Of all illusive Evidence allowed. 

And more. Through fields of Ethic soil he 
ploughed, 

To turn Life's deepest problems o'er and o'er ; 

While, with his glass of bright translucent lore. 
He sighted daylight through dark mystic cloud. 

Brave heart, undaunted by insidious Death ! 

Now shalt thou know the genesis of Life — 

The vain futility of earthly strife. 
And gauge the mystery of our mortal breath. 



94 IN MEMORIAM 

Sweet peace be thine, who toiled for truth 

below, 
And bore brave part in this — " The Passing 

Show." 

IN MEMORIAM 
George Warrington Steevens 

Died January 15, 1900. 

Too soon, alas ! life's little day was done. 

Swift as a meteor flashing on the night. 

He soared to fame, and, flaming in his flight. 
Vanished a-sudden ere his course was run. 
And we — we wonder if the Southern sun 

Has gathered in the glory of his light ; 

But only know the havoc of the blight 
Which slew him in the shadow of the gun. 

So brave and strong ! his every glowing word 
Wearing an athlete's sinew. Dearest, best 

To Mother England, as he tracked her sword. 
With patriot-pride to bind him to her breast. 

Thus do we love the records of the strong. 

And miss them most, and mourn them doubly 
long. 



Elliot Stock, Paternoster Row, London. 



